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Adventures in North America
According to My Own Experiences

In the year 1860 I decided to emigrate to the United States of North
America. I traveled to Basel to sign a contract with Mr. Zwilchenbart.3
Our party grew to ten people, four were from the Canton Aargau and six
from Canton St. Gallen.
Journey to America

A guide from Mr. Zwilchenbart's office escorted us via Paris to Le
Havre. When we approached the suburbs of Paris, I wanted to leave the
train at every station, but they snarled at me quite indignantly and I had
to keep quiet and was not allowed a word. After three long hours we
could finally leave the train. The guide arranged an accommodation in
a good hotel and the next day we arrived in Havre, the seaport of Paris,
where we were lodged in the "Goldenen Lowen" [Golden Lion]. The
landlady, probably a widow, had taken on the task of assigning sleeping places on the boat. She considered us as one family, and because
we were the first passengers on the boat, we got places in the middle
of the ship. Little consideration, however, was given to our civil status.
The four siblings from the canton Aargau came into one cabin, and she
divided up the six travelers from the eastern part of Switzerland as follows: Hagen and Tanner, Haberer and his sweetheart, myself and the
second lady, each couple got a cabin. When I acted a little surprised, the
woman remarked that on emigrant ships one couldn't be too particular!
3

The merchant Andreas Zwilchenbart (1786-1866), member of a 16th century
Basel family, founded the emigration firm. He also served as American consul in Basel;
see Historisch-Biographisches Lexikon der Schweiz, Vol. 7, H. Tribolet, ed. (Neuchatel
1934), 777.
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But then the arrangement was nevertheless changed; the two ladies got
one room and I had to share a cabin with Haberer. But before the ship
left, Haberer got seasick and died in my presence. His body was placed
on a plank, wrapped in sailcloth, entwined with a rope, and a sack of
coal was fastened to his feet. After the captain had read a prayer, the
body was pushed overboard and disappeared from our eyes in the depth
of the sea.
Because we had to wait three more days before the departure of
our ship, I had the opportunity to visit Havre more closely since I had
never seen a seaport before. Taking advantage of the low tide, I walked
on the dry sand far into the sea and had a look at mussels and other
strange shellfish on the ocean floor. When I went back to the ship, I
noticed a door4 on the front side that had numbers on both sides in descending order so that at high tide the sailors could determine how deep
the boat was in the water.
Now it was time to embark. The suitcases had been picked up on
two-wheel carts from the railway station, but were unloaded carelessly
and just thrown topsy-turvy onto the pavement, and the less solid ones
broke into pieces. One of them contained a soup pot filled with juice.
The pot broke apart and the black "mush" soiled the clothes. What nonsense to take such things along on such a long trip! I had only two suits
with me that I could carry easily. Now provisions were taken on, but
only salted meat and zwieback. During the trip water was distributed
every day. We had to cook ourselves. Before our departure, a German
fellow had bought a barrel of wine, but when he tapped it, there was
only water in it. I had bought two pounds of Swiss cheese.
When I was "stashed away" on board, the ship started to toss heavily and seasickness grabbed me right away. I still had my mouth full of
cheese, but already 'shouted' to New York, where actually I didn't want
to go, spit the cheese wholesale overboard and gave the rest to a fellow
traveler. My seasickness lasted only three days when I was again well
and chipper. We now floated on the sea and after a long trip reached
Cuba. We went on in a northwesterly direction towards the mouth of the
Mississippi. Before we landed, a small boat with three men was rowing towards us. Our ship stopped. The captain lowered a little ladder
4

Sluice gate. (BL) Perhaps the numbers were marked on both sides for the sailors
to determine how deep the boat was in water.
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over board. A police officer and a captain came on the ship. The latter
took over the command because the entry into the mouth of the Mississippi was very dangerous due to the many sandbanks, and the command
could not be entrusted to just anyone. As we came closer to land, a small
boat called pilot approached us with the police in order to learn whether
any murders, quarrels, or thefts had occurred. With us everything was
in good order and the police left.
When I arrived in the city of New Orleans, there was a slave market, yet not in the open street as earlier, but in enclosed places. There,
people were traded the same way as cattle in our region; men were sold
away from their wives, children from their mother's arms. For a young
Negro one paid up to 5000 francs, for a female slave about half, more
or less, depending on her looks. 5 I was working on a railroad 40 miles
north, and I saw daily how these poor devils were treated. One among
them was made slave driver. He had a whip with a short handle, walked
slowly behind the workers and drove them on to work. His superior
was a supervisor on horseback, armed with gun and revolver. The slave
driver had to obey him unconditionally and to carry out any order, even
if he felt sorry about it. If the supervisor arrived on horseback and saw
one of the laborers not working to his liking, he gave an order to the
negro-driver to mete out a number of lashes. How painful it must have
been to hurt one's slave brother in such a horrid way. But today, this
shameful slavery is abolished.

[My Military Service]
Serving in the Confederate Forces

I came back to New Orleans. There one talked about nothing else
but war. The northern and southern states rebelled against each other. In
the latter, Negro slaves were used in the cotton- and sugar cane plantations. The others abhorred the trade with people and worked toward the
abolition of slavery. For many years the Democrats, as the friends of
slavery called themselves, were successful in winning for one of theirs

5

The exchange rate for one dollar was then about 6 Swiss francs . (BL)
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